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ADVERTISEMENT: 


Tus! little Piece; is . to the Public with 
a View of drawing the Attention to reflect on 

the Morals and Sentiments contained in the different 
Plays alluded to- as well as portraying the inimitable 
Performances of Mrs S1DDoNs; to keep awake in the 
Mind the various Virtues and Vices of each Charac- 
ter, that the One may be purſued with more Alacrity, 
and the Other ſhunned with the greater Deteſtation. 8 

{ It need not be told toany but the plain and un- 
learned Reader, that the firſt Plays acted on the 

| Engliſh Stage, were collected either from the Scrip- : 
| tures or hiſtorical Events recorded in Sacred Hiſ- : 
_ tory, at a Period when the Dawnings of Chriſtiani- 
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ES 
ty began to ſpread over the Land, and diſperſe the 
gloomy Clouds of Heatheniſm and Idolatry. At 
this early Area, the Theatre was reſorted to as a 
Place of Divine Exerciſe, and peculiarly devoted to 
Virtue and the Muſes, In every Place where Thea- 
tres have been erected on this Plan, they have not 
only reformed the Manners, but refined the Ideas 


of the People. It was from thoſe of this Kind, that 
ancient Rome owed all her Glory! They inſpired - 


ber Sons with ſuch Ideas of Heroiſm and Virtue, that 


they facrificed even Life itſelf to excel in either— 
and thus became the Maſters of the World! And | 

may I not add, that Plays have in a oreat Meaſure 
infus'd that intrepid and daring Spirit into the Breaſts 


of Engliſnmen which is unknown to all Nations but 


Ourſelves! Our Poets never failing 1 to introduce i in 
their Pieces, Warriors of gallant Bearing, and States- 
men whoſe piercing Eyes can ke — the Clouds! 


In 
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In ſhort, the Theatres are Places of Vice and Diſſipa- 
tion to none but thoſe who makes them ſuch. Many 
go there to have their Paſſions warmed, but few their 

Hearts; ſome for Faſhion's Sake, and ſome to paſs 
away an idle Hour; and of Courſe Depart as as Sim- 
ple as they went. | | 

If the Theatres were fue td they are fre- 
quented by the Diſorderly and Profane, on the ſame 
Grounds, we may cloſe the Church Doors, and 

at once deprive the riſing Generation of knowing 
Good from Evil, and let the World revolt back again 
to Ignorance and Superſtition. No, rather throw the 

Doors wider open to admit baſe Characters than 

otherwiſe, for at the Worſt they are Beaſts of Rea- 
ſon, and have Souls as capable to riſe in Virtue as 
fink in Vice. 

Doubtleſs there are ſome Perſons more "0 
than Wiſe,) who mo _ the Stage as unhal- 
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lowed Ground, and dare not intruſt themſelves there; 
by which abſurd Notion, they are more ſubject to 
become the Dupes of deſigning Villains and flatter- 
ing Sycophants, than the reſt of Mankind. For 
there we read Meni and know the World: there 


being not a Virtue or a Vice that ever entered the 
Human Mind but is at Times hinted at and ſhewed 
in its proper Light and Colour. 

The Theatres as they are at preſent governed, 
are the Glories of the Nation, the Fountains of our 
Liberties, the Encourages of every fine Art, patron- 
izing Merit in every Line of Life, refine the Man- 
ners, improve the Taſte, and are Enemies to noth- 


ing but Vice and F ol. 
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THEATRICAL PORTRAIT, 
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+, 00 S G heavenly Muſe!” tis $10DoNs charms the Ear, 
Prompts the fond Sigh, and draws the pitying Tear. 

You that delight and glory in the Stage, 

Behold this Mirror of a poliſh'd Age 

Behold her charm the ſilent wond'ring Throng; 1 


With more than magic Art or Syren Song, 


Whatever Ills the tragic Muſe bemoan = 

The lovely Smpons makes each Scene her OWN, 

At once by her are all the Sex portray'd, | 57 

| The pious Matron or the love· ſick Maid— „ 
B | . | 


The Femalc Patriot, whoſe avenging Deed 

To ſaue a Father, made a Tyrant bleed 
The lowly Penitent with piercing Sighs 
Tears of Contrition burſting from her Eyes: 
So after noon-tide Tempeſts have I ſcen ” Ts 
The ſetting Sun enamel all the Green; . 
with milder Beams the cloſing Day os. 

| While dropping Dews empearl the bending Corn. 

5 In private Life ſhe ſhines as on the Stage, 

In both the Fav'rite of the Town and Age. 10 


| Deſcribes in each a great—a glorious Courſe, 


Gives Life to Language, or to Morals force. 
Ye Critics, ſay, where moſt does'S1DDoNs ſhine, 
In Love or Virtue, | or 1n i TR divine? 


© -þ 3 T 8 + 85 A. 


EE fair Cs A $ penitential woel 1 5 
Her Heart diffolves; her Eyes with Tears o 'erflow; 
Tortur'd with Anguiſh, and o'erwhelm'd with Care, 
Her Breaſt the Seat of Horror and Deſpair! 
She calls on Heaven to cloſe the diſmal Scene! 
Invokes the Grave! and hails the dark Serene! 30 


5 


30 


Then, like LoT#anro, leave with loath'd Diſguſt 35 
The wretched Victims of their ſated Luft, _ 
Surely I hear ſome happy reſcu'd Fair 


(Who long had heard the falſe Philander's Tale, 
And nearly let his artful Plea prevaill 40 
„ CartsTa's Sorrow fav'd my virgin Fame 
© Preſerv'd my Virtue! kept my Soul from Shame !” 
Be dumb for ever each calumnious Tongue, 


This is the School to know and read Mankind 45 
Refine the Manners and inſtruct the Mind; 


1 
Here is a Leſſon to the yielding Fair 


To 'ſcape the Danger, of each tempting Snare, 


To flee from Men whole Subtilty and Art 
Uſe baleful Methods to ſubdue the Heart, 


With trembling J6y the glorious Cauſe declare 


Nor do the Stage or its Adherents Wrong 


Shew the bad Heart in its terrific Light, 


And ſet at once our erring Reaſon right. 
Learn us to ſhun the Villain's wily Ar: -— 
And prize the Man who acts an honeſt Part. 50 


Ah! but for thee G, thou juſtly Great and Wile, 
We all had been the wretched Dupes of Vice, 


„ 
§ SHAKESPEAR., 


333 


- I-46 3 

Thy brighter Genius mark'd this noble Plan, 

The proper Study of Mankind is Man.“ 

Thy Muſe untaught by Greek or Roman Lore, 
$hines in the Language of its native Shofe, 5 
Millions of Beauties catch the wond ring Sight, | 


And Strike the Senſes with new Beams of Light 5 


Nay, all thy Works in ev'ry Page and Part 
Exalt the Reaſon and improve the Heart. 

Far diſtant Lands confeſs thy Works divine 
And ev'ry Thought in ev'ry Age will ſhine, 


Nor thou alone! but other Bards, whoſe Muſe 


Like thine a thouſand different Gems diffuſe 
Shall by her Aid to greater Glory riſe, 
And make Mankind the Wonder of the Skies. 
Hail happy Day! that ſees the wiſh'd for Hour, 


When Language charms with energetic Power. 


In Sippoxs ſhines the Muſe of heay'nly Rowe 

And, like his Numbers, ſweet her Accents flow. 
No more the Stage to mimic Jeſt confin d 

| To pleaſe the Fancy, ſhall debaſe the Mind, 

But lur'd by thee each Dupe of Vice and Strife. 

Shall wake to Virtue, and return to Life. 

Folly for ever quit the modern Stage, 

And Acts of Virtue charms a poliſh'd Age. 
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JANE 8 HO R E. 


Lol weeping Shore our next Attention draws, 
The hapleſs Object of inhuman Laws! 

Around the Houſe ſhe wafts the riſing Sign! 

And Tears of Pity fall from ey ry Eye! 

View her depriv'd of Raiment, Houfe and Friend! 

A Wretch whoſe bleeding Sorrows know no Endl 

Her lovely Treſſes round her Shoulders flow, 

And livid Paleneſs paints her inward Woe. 5 

See her fine Form expos d to open Air 155 

Fainting beneath the Aggregate of Care! 

 Andeer in Death ſhe cloſe her weary Eyes, 

New scenes of Sorrow in her Breaſt ariſe! 

An injur'd Huſband ſhakes, her feeble Frame, 


With the Remembrance of her Guilt and Shame! = 


Whoſe fatal Preſence ſets her Soul on Fire— 
While Love aid Shame aan inſpire! 


8 


__ 


6 1 

If we look round and view the Houſe all o'er 
Shall we not find, at leaft one modern Shore? 
Does not fair S:ppoxs many a Heart expoſe 
And ſting ſome guilty Mind with bleeding Woes ? 90 
Ve faithleſs Fair that ſtain the Marriage Bed ES ; 
Like wretelied Shore from virtuous Hiisbands fled ! 

Avoid theſe Scenes with moſt induſtrious Care, 
Leaſt ſudden Horror, ſeize you with Deſpairs 
| SipDoNs ſtrikes Home, will wound each tender Part 95 
Awake your Conſcience, terrify your Heart; | 
Inflict a Dagger in your guilty Breaft, 
| Poiſon your Joys, deprive your Soul of Reſt + 1 
Haunt you all Day in ev ry Place and Hour, - 
71 Prey on your Vitals, ev Ty Hope devour. | SOT 100 

| Make you. with Grief your hapleſs State deplore 1 wn 
Curſe the bright Day, and wiſh you were no morel 


And you, ye Fair enurd to Vice 120 bene, 885 
While fad Biſeaſe deſtroys your lovely Frame; 1 
Where Vice triumphant reigns withdut Controul 105 
Poiſons each Spabk of Virtue in the Soul; | 
Gives looſe to &v'ry tewdatrd val ble, 

And lights the Breaſt with an unhallow d Fire! 


471 


Are not theſe Scenes, ye guilty - Ones your own? „ 
Gol with loſt Shore and whiſper Groan for Groag!. * 
O while theſe Sorrows labour in your Breaſt 
Nau you N Jour Souls or Weber. or Raſt 


And turn your Hearts from all that $ Lewd. gr Vain! | 
As the poor Pris' ger bound with maſly Chains rl 4 


„„ 


In longing Haw awaits the wiſh” d Repriere 7 4p | 
That breaks his Fetters,—bids the Culprit live, 

Like him be bleſſed with a kind Releaſe, =... 
And Heay' n falute you with the Kiſs of Peace. 120 


And you, ye virtuous Fam, theſe Hiuts improre, 
Shun the gay Paths which lead to guilty Love. 5 
If you have Beauty, be your Actions Wiſe 
Watch o'er your Conduct with attentive Eyes " 
Let virtuous Precepts ever be your Guide, & 125 
Oh! fear to venture from fair Virtue's Side, 
If from her Sight you e er ſhould ehance to ſtray, 
Her Path's ſo narrow you may loſe your Way ; 
Vice is at Hand to ſtrike her Vot'ries Blind 
Deſtroy the Body and corrupt the Mind 3 e 


Ihen let this Theme employ your Heart and Tongue, 1 45 


„ 


Howe er its Sweets look pleaſant to your View 

' Deteſt its Scenes and virtuous Paths purſue, 

Oh! ſhun the Libertine's enſnaring Wiles, 

Abhor his Maxims and alluring Smiles; 1 140 
Call in fair Virtue to your friendly Aid, 

Virtue, the Guardian of each wary Maid! 

Virtue from Ruin will preſerve your Fame 

Secure your Hondr, and enhance your Name 


O may they be the Tenor of your Song! 

| Your ſole Delight thro' ev'ry Stage of Life 

Whether a Maid, a Mother or a Wife 

To you they will the greateſt Pleaſure give 

Heav'n can beſtow or Mortal can receive. - 150 
Come then and reſt your ev'ry Pleaſure here, 

Where Beauty blooming laſts throughout the Vear. 

Then will your Hours moſt ſweetly glide along 5 

And ev'ry Day your Joys be new and young. 

Glory {ſhall mark your Footſteps all your Days, 15 5 


wt 


And Fame immortal give you endleſs Praiſe! 


1 


Ye cruel Spoilers! Murd'rers of the Fame, 
The Peace and Honor of the Virgin's Name 
Ye gay LoTHaros! loſt to manly Senſe, 
Of virtuous Minds the Terror and Offence. 
Can you behold Caliſta's bleeding Heart 
Set forth to view by Stppoxs magic Art, 
And not be ſtruck with Horror and Surprize, 


When Scenes like theſe arreſt your recreant Eyes ? 


O'er the black Scrole of violated Loves, ;. 

With keen Remorſe the tortur'd Mind revolves : 

Calls to Remembrance ſome deluded Fair; 

Whoſe yielding Softneſs fell amid your Snare, 

| Mourning in Silence midſt the gloomy Shade, 

The verrieſt Wretch perfideous Man e er made 
Who but for you might ſtill have been careſt, 

And ſmiling made ſome worthier Lover bleſt! 


But ſince ſhe chanc'd from Virtue's Path to fray, 


Is like a loathſom Weed thrown quite away. 
How wretched he who does with open Eyes 
Walk in the dang rous ſlipp'ry Path of Vice: 


Peace is remov'd from his malignat Breaſt, 
His wounded Conſcience will not let him Reſt; 


Q 
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170 
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Reflection ſtill his higheft Blifs annoys, 
Weighs down his Spirits, poiſons all his Joys, 180 
Deſtroys each Hope of e er attaining Heav'n, 
Sinks him to Earth where's no Repentance giv'n ; 
But gloomy Death and Horror and Deſpair, 
Reign in eternal, dreadful Silence there. 


ESELVIDER A. 
OW from the Scenes of Woe and Death we rove, 185 
Into the Mazes of the God of Love!. | - 

Lo Belvidera! Yielding, Soft and Fair 

In Beauty's Bloom, and chaſte as Morning Air, 

Attracts the Notice of each wand'ring Eye, 

Strikes dumb the Gods —and all their Murmurs die! 190 

Silent as Death, no jarring Diſcord's heard 

Eager to catch the Sound of ev'ry Word, 

Nor leſs attentive the farcaſtic ny | 

Charm'd with fair Siypons, lay aſide their Wit. 

She fills with Ardor and poetic Fire 195 

The dulleſt Verſe with her harmonious Lyre! 


F 203 
Does in each Boſom Admiration raiſe - 
And all are Dumb with Wonder, Love and Praiſe! 


Flow on, ſweet Muſe! thy WE Theme purſue, 
Like her be Juſt, and mark her Portrait true, 200 
Behold in her the virtuous melting Bride, | 
Her Jaffier all her Glory and her Pride 


| Sweetly their Moments onward ſcem to move 


Hs is all Paſſion! and the Fair all Love! 205 
Nor could the World nor all its Cares deface 
Their happy Union, or their Joys eraſe, 
Till curs'd Revenge difturb'd their bleſt Repoſe, 
And turn'd the deareſt Friends to ſeeming Foes. 
Domeſtic Broils their Joy and Peace devour 210 
And all their Bleſſings blaſted in an Hour. 
Yet BELVID ERA thro' the Storm of Life, 

Remains the Faithful tho' forſaken Wife! 
| Scorns to take Reſt or cloſe her weary Eyes, | 
But quickly to her bleeding Lover flies! I. 
Raging with Madneſs, loud on Jaffier calls, 
And lo! with Grief the full blown Beauty falls! 


C 2 


Who, ere frail Nature Err or Paſſions riſe, 


8 Love's gentle Reign, and poiſon ev'ry Joy. 
Thus ſooth'd the Cholar—Jarrs and Diſcords ceaſe 


[nl 
Hard is the Heart whoſe Feelings melt not here 
Or views theſe Scenes without a guſhing Tear. 220 
Did human Beings let their Paſſions ſleep 5 


Throw Nature by and here forget to Weep 
Sure flinty Rocks would their Foundations ſhake, 


| And ſenſeleſs Stocks their laſting Silence break; 
With loud Acclaim the Actreſs ſtill purſue, _ 225 


And yield the Palm of Merit where tis due! 


How happy they, the happieſt of their Kind! 
Whoſe youthful Hearts in nuptial Bands are join d | 
Thro' Life's tempeſtous Sea with Pleaſure move, 
Guided by Reaſon and the Helm of Love! 


And Anger ſhoots like Light ning from their Eyes, 
Think e're too late one Word may quite deſtroy 


And all their Life is crown'd with Joy and Peace! 
Fools love and Wed, grow weary of their Wives, 


And kill their Pleaſures daily as they riſe! 


Th. = 


Far from the Perlieues of their Dwellings ſtray 
And drive Content, their Houſhold God away. 
Ve Fair, let not the Fool or Drunkard's Smile 
(However Great) your wary Soul beguilel 
8 Turn a deaf Ear to all he does or ſays, 
Nor be deluded with his fulſome Praiſe! 
Liquor's a Door which lets a Monſter in | 
Frought with a thouſand, different Kinds of Sin 
When Senſe is drown” d from Guilt to Guilt he flie 


* 


And every Virtue i in its Bloſſom dies! 


But ſoft my Muſe, to gentler themes remove 
And paint the Pleaſures known to virtuous Love 
Survey the Paths the Wiſe with Reaſon tread 
Whoſe Minds are eaſy as their downy Bed. 


Where new-born Pleaſures bleſs each riſing Day, 


And Life's ſmooth Current ſoftly rolls away. 
Thrice Happy Pair | whoſe Hearts unitely Frown | 
On all the Follies of the Court and Town ; 
Who pleas'd with Scenes a Country Life affords, 


With murmuring Rivers, and with bleating Herds 


Far from the buſy World of Noiſe and Strife 
Court the ſtill Village and a rural Lite! 


240 
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There live eſtrang'd to Vice and ev'ry lll. 
The Great endure—till dire Diſcaſes kill. 
Who free from Snares of Flatt'ry and Deceit, 
Enjoy plain Nature in this bleſt Retreat. 2465 
Soon as the Sun is from his Bed releas d, 
And darts his Glories from the ruddy Eaſt, 
Or early Lark from off his Hillock riſe, 
And flies exulting, warbling thro' the Skies! 
The Happy Pair their gentle Slumbers break, 279 
And to new Joys with grateful Minds awake! 


Did righteous Heav'n leave me, my Lot to choſe 
This to accept, or that as free refuſe, 
In ſome lone Cot with Laura I wou'd dwell, 
That would the Rain, and raging Winds repell, 275 
'Tho' courſe my Fare, and Raiment meanly Good, | 
I'd reſt Content in Valley, Hill or Wood; 

There like a Hermit we would ſpend our Days, 

And in lone Silence breath our Maker's Praiſe! 


[ 1s }] 
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Melts all the Paſſions and the Boſom fires! 
Lol IS 432 LL A, all her Wiſhes croſt, 

The hapleſs Mourner of a Huſband loſt; 
Nor this alone, with him her Fortune flies 
And ev'ry other worldly comfort dies. 

Her tender Infant all her Care employs, 

Life of her Life, and Soul of all her Joys? 
She ſees in him his Father's Image riſe, 
Andall her Soul is in her raviſh'd Eyes ; 

A thouſand Torments rack her lab'ring Mind 
And tempt her Soul to curſe all Humankind | 
Reflects that once ſhe was a happy Wife 

Biron the Joy and Pleaſure of her Life 

But now alas! each Hope i is cank'ring Care; 
The Preſent Hour a Scene of black Deſpair ! 
Then to his Sire her little One ſhe bears, 

And pleads his hapleſs Fate with Nature's Tears; 


| * Theme the Soaring Muſe inſpires 
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Rends his hard Heart, his cold Affections move, 
And wakes his Soul to Tenderneſs and Love. 

But while her Eyes with riſing Joy runs oer — 
She is forbid to ſee her Infant more: 

Thus like a Veſſel juſt attain'd the Shore, 
: When boiſt'rous Winds and raging Tempeſts roar, 
Driven from the Beach back to Sea again, 
To beat the Surges of the raging Main— : * 

From Door to Door ſhe'd with her Infant ſtray, 
And beg his Bread than this Command obey, 


Jo righteous Heav'n She makes her humble Pray'r, 


To take her hapleſs Orphan to its Care. 

« Let me bear all- but here let Mercy mild 
« Shed its kind Influence—and ſpare the Child. 
Lol faithful Viti/zov on the Fair attends, 
The tend'reſt Lover and the beſt of Friends 
Sooths her ſad Heart would fain her Grief remove 
And change her Woe to Happineſs and Love! 
She but replies in deep Affliction's Wave 
« My Joys are bury'd in my Biron's Grave.“ 


—_—_— 
—  - 


Till by his Bounty ſhe is overcome 
And only Weds to give her Child a Home— | 


300 
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121 
The Storm abates—the Tempeſt ſleeps awhile > 
And fickle Fortune takes her Turn to ſmile ; 
Sweet balmy Peace ſheds forth a glimm'ring Ray, 
And Plenty drives the Fear of Want away. 
A little Space lie bury'd all her Woes, 
While Joys tumultuous VII. avs Breaſt o'er flows: 
His Paſſions burn with Love and ſoft Deſire, 
Beauty excites, and Reaſon fans the Fire! 
Extatic Bliſs his gentler Senſes move 
And his whole Soul is Harmony and Love! 
But cer bright Sol had ſhut the gates of Day, 
Or Cynthia ſhed her palid filver Ray. 
Fate's direful Book again is open'd wide 
And ſnatches Vill roy from his lovely Bride! 
Poor Iſabella, ſhakes with trembling Fear 
Leſt ſome unſeen foreboding Evil's near: 
Like a poor Bird that's ſcap'd the Fowler's Snare 


Where er ſhe treads, thinks that the Danger's there, 
Shuns the ſad Place, and flies a diſtant Road 


And lives and ſings in a more ſafe Abode! 


| But Iſabella's ſad prophetic Soul 
: On paſt Events——and future Sorrows roll; 
| D | | 
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In vain from this or that Affliction flies, 
Faſt as they ſink a thouſand others riſe! 


Behold loſt Biron, long eſtrang d from Home, 


With Love and eager Expectation come 

To take his Iſabella to his Arm, 

And ſweetly revel in her beauteous Charms: 
To gain Admittance ſends the Pledge of Love— 
Nor doubts but that will ev'ry Bar remove 
What are the Thoughts of Ifabella now? - 
Now in her Hand ſhe holds the fatal Vow? 
Poor innocent, unhappy, wretched Fair! 

In wild Diſtraction rends her flowing Hair: 


But when her Biron comes to Grief a Prey, . 


Her ſinking Soul in Silence dies away: 
Wak'd by his Strains again ſhe turns to Life 
And tells him ſtill ſhe is his faithful Wife. 
Then from his Arms like foul Pollution flies, 


Whilſt her dark Hints—his anxious Soul ſurprize 
| Amaz'd he ſtands with Wonder, Bliſs and Pain, 
Concludes her Falſe—or Love has turn'd her Brain: 


Impatient waits the mournful Cauſe to know 


From whence her Sorrows and Diſtraction flow, = 


345 
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| tw1 
But when he hearsthe dreadful Story told, 
From Self- deſtruction he can ſcarce withold : 


Alas] he cries, are thus my Toils repaid 365 


For ſleepleſs Nights, where ceaſeleſs Sans ns pervades: 
« The galling Yoke and wretched Slav'ry bore | 
c Checr'd with the Hope of being bleſs d once more 
c With Ifabella—Joy of all my Life, 
«© The tendereſt Mother and the kindeſt Wife. 370 
< In the fierce Fight contending with the Foe, - 
© Inſpir'd by her I dealt each fatal Blow; 
e Cloye each Aſſailant bleeding to the Ground, 

&« And roſe ſuperior to each deadly Wound.” 


Thus Ills on Ills the wretched Pair attend, 
And Fate purſues them till their Beings end, 375 
He from a Villain's Hand receives his Death, 
And the drawn Dagger drinks her vital Breath: 
Th unhappy Sire now hears the diſmal Tale, 

And filial Tears, o'er long Diſguſt pervail; | 
| Mourns that ſo long Deceived he had been, 280 
And brooding Sorrow ſhuts the fatal Scene! | 
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8 Siddons purſue the glorious e treff 
10 cop) y Nature let the Task be thine!! 
Fach growing Grace and Sentiment. impart 12 
That warms the Paſſions and amends the Heart, 

| Long live: to charm and captivate the Soul | " 2. 
Correct the Manners, and refine the whole WE 
Syſtem of Virtue, Honor, Truth and Love CT as 
6 2p make us equal with the Gods abore. 
Then Vice, the ruling Paſſion of the Mind aft 
Will to its native. Regions be confin'd ; 1 217 
Pride and Oppreſſion, Ign cance ind Bet 855 
Lie proſtrate bowing low at Virtue's Feet 
| . W Whoſe placid Beams will ſhed a heav' ny Ray, : 


= And make the burning paſſions mild as May. 1 
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